HOME-COMING

- Pontigny inn and drink- a Bottle of respectable burgundy. The
Germans, Curtius and Grothuysen, enveloped the lucid ideas of the
Frenchmen in profound and vague abstractions. Charles Du Bos
(or rather, as all Pontigny called him, Charlie) who distrusted ideas
that were too clear and would gladly have said of Voltaire or of
Anatole France, like the Empress Eugenie: 'I cannot forgive them
for having made me understand things I shall never understand,'
glanced approvingly at Curtius and Grothuysen. Lytton Strachey
crossed one of his long legs over the other, shut his eyes in amaze-
ment at our lack of humour and went to sleep.

'And what in your opinion, Monsieur Strachey, is the most
important thing in the world?' Paul Desjardins asked suddenly.

There was a long silence. Then from the sleeping beard of
Strachey issued a tiny falsetto voice:

'Passion,' he said finally with suave nonchalance.

And the solemn circle, relieved for an instant, broke into
laughter.

At four o'clock a bell announced tea. It, like lunch, was served in
the refectory. After dinner we met in the drawing-room to play
subtle and learned games.

Portraits by Comparison:

'If it were a painting, what would it be?'

'A Venus by Raphael retouched by Renoir,* Roger Fry replied
gravely.

Portraits on a Scale of Twenty:

'Intelligence?'

(Ttie subject this time was Benjamin Constant.)

'Nineteen,* Gide replied.

'Dear friend,' Charles Du Bos interrupted anxiously, 'if you will
permit me, I should rather say eighteen and three-quarters....'

'Sensibility?'

'Zero,' Gide said.

'What?" Charlie broke in again in distress, 'But he is at least par,
dear friend, or perhaps even twelve ... or to be more exact twelve
tod a half.'
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